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as you, all you, generally are in England; that is with
the Parliament and a horse-race. On the first subject,
the Parliament had won the last heat, and jockeyed the
commission in Bretagne1; but two nights ago the King
knocked up three grooms a mortier in the middle of the
night, and it is said some of those gentlemen of the turf
will be distanced. The latter article makes full as much
noise. Lord Forbes and Count Lauragais rode a race on
the Plaine de Sablon ; all Paris was present. The latter's
horse was ill, died that night, was opened, and proves to
have been poisoned. You cannot imagine the noise this
makes. We are treated as if we were Eussians, assassins,
subjects and disciples of the Czarina. It is in vain that
I assure them that poison is the only trick I never heard
allowed of at Newmarket, and that a man would forfeit
his honour who should practise any cheat that is not
according to the known rules. The truth, I believe, is
that national honour interfered, and that an English groom
belonging to Lauragais himself, or to Lord Forbes (for
I scorn to clear a difficulty without starting a greater),
committed the fact, that the four-footed champion of his
country might be sure of the victory. In the meantime
the spirit of racing has taken root, and petite galefreniers
will be substituted to petite mattres. As Monsieur de
Lauragais, who has introduced this system of English policy,
is now amongst you, I hope he will bring back the true
code, the unwritten law, dictated in those wise and virtuous
ages, when the legislators themselves could not write. If
Mr. Hume means to preserve his renown here, he must
return in a white satin waistcoat, black cap, nankin
breeches, and tight boots.

1 The Parliament of Brittany had been dissolved, and a commission of
sixty members appointed in its stead.on Oct. 14, 1793, became Abbes* of the Con-
